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consider me as a purblind, fanatical partisan of
Stalinism. This view is so prevalent as to make
people overlook the unmistakably critical comments
in many of my articles, and in my book Em Huis
zonder Vensters. As a matter of fact, I went over to
Communism not straight from the Social Demo-
cratic Party, but through the Schmidt Movement
and the Anarchist-Trotskyist School of Sneevliet
I had read practically everything that had been
written by the opposition, and on my very first
visit to Russia, in 1930, was made to realize that
much of their criticism was justified. Already then,
at the back of the Trade Union Palace, excited and
desperate workers showed me their worn-out shoes
and the hovels in which they lived, saying : " Do
the workers in Europe live like this ? " Already
then, I had conversations with students who revealed
to me an entirely different side of life from that
which is usually shown to tourists.

In 1932 I lived nine months in Moscow in a ram-
shackle place in which nobody would dare accom-
modate the poorest Dutch family. I saw at close
range the boundless corruption that was prevalent
among the leading Russian writers ; I became per-
sonally acquainted with such figures as Serge and
Kliuiev, and knew to what persecutions they were
exposed. I had contacts with Russian peasants who
lived in cellars, compared with which Gorki's